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"I accept it then," said she, and made a movement with
her right hand, as if meaning to take hold of his : but instantly she
darted it into her pocket, pulled out her dagger quick as lightning,
and scored with the edge and point of it across his hand. He
hastily drew it back, but the blood was already running down.

" One must mark you men rather sharply, if one would have
you take heed," cried she with a wild mirth, which soon passed
into a quick assiduity. She took her handkerchief, and bound his
hand with it to stanch the fast-flowing blood, "Forgive a half-
crazed being," cried she, " and regret not these few drops of blood.
I am appeased, I am again myself. On my knees will I crave your
pardon: leave me the comfort of healing you."

She ran to her drawer ; brought lint, with other apparatus ;
stanched the blood, and viewed the wound attentively. It went
across the palm, close under the thumb, dividing the life-lines,
and running towards the little finger. She bound it up in silence,
with a significant, reflective look. He asked once or twice: " Au-
relia, how could you hurt your friend?"

"Hush!" replied she, laying her finger on her mouth:
"Hush!"